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looked were mournful, and they extended their arms with
deprecating anguish, as if to entreat me not to desert them.
And, in the magnificence of my emotions, and the beauty
of my visions, the worldly sarcasms that had lately so
shaken me seemed something of another and a lower exist-
ence ; and I marvelled that for a moment this thin tran-
sient cloud could have shadowed the sunshine of my soul.
And I arose, and lifted up my arm to heaven, and waved it
like a banner,, and I swore by the Nature that I adored,
that, in spite of all opposition, I would be an author ; ay!
;the greatest of authors; and that far climes and distant ages
should respond to the magic of my sympathetic page.

The agony was passed. I mused in calmness over the
plans that I should pursue. I determined to ride down to
my father's castle, and there mature them in solitude.
Haunt of my early boyhood, fragrant bower of Bgeria,
sweet spot where I first scented the bud of my spring-like
fancy, willingly would I linger in thy green retreats, no
more to be wandered over by one who now feels that he
was ungrateful to thy beauty!

Now that I had resolved at all costs to quit my country,
and to rescue mysolf from the fatal society in which I was
placed, my impartial intelligence, no longer swayed by the
conscious impossibility of emancipation, keenly examined
and ascertained the precise nature and condition of my
character. I perceived myself a being educated in syste-
matic prejudice, I observed that I was the slave of custom,
and never viewed any incident in relation to man in gene-
ral, but only with reference to the particular and limited
class of society of which I was a member. I recognised
myself as selfish and affected, I was entirely ignorant of
the principles of genuine morality, and I deeply felt that
there was a total want of nature in everything connected
with me. T had been educated without any regard to my
particular or to my general nature ; I had nothing to assist